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GIDEON FLEYCE. 
By H. W. LUCY. 


LEISURE HOUR SERIES. Cloth, $1.00. 


LEISURE MOMENT SERIES. 
taper books.) 30 cents. 


(Well made 


“ So much above the average of nov- 
els that the accession of the author to 
the ranks of fiction ts deserving of very 
hearty welcome.” LONDON ACADEMY. 


“ The whole of the sensational plot 
is managed with an ingenuity worthy 
almost of Wilkie Collins.” —LONDON 
SPECTATOR. 


The Critic. 


A Weekly Review of 
The Fine Arts, 
Science, Music, The Drama. 





Literature, 


Epitors, - - - - J.L.&J. B. GILDER. 


“* The first literarv Journal in America. 
lis specialty is short reviews and many of 
them ; but we do not observe that quality is 
sacri ficed.’’—LONDON ACADEMY. 

“THE CrITICc has become a positive and in- 
dispensable part of American literature,”— 

SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN. 

“THE CRITIC has made itself known in 
America by the indebendence and ability of 
its utterances.” —NOTES AND QUERIES. 

“At the head of the critical Fournals of 
this country.—BOSTON Post. 


For sale at all news stands. Single Copies, 
Io cts.; $3.50 per year, in advance. To 
Teachers and Clergymen, $3.00. Remit only 
by post-office order, express order, registered 
letter or check. Address, 


The Critic, 


30 Lafayette Place, New York. 


- LIFE: 


THE BEST 


American Publication Devoted to 
Hygiene. 
‘NV. Y. Herald.) 


The Sanitarian 


Ss DS at the head of health journals. 


—Baltimore Observer. 





BLEST and most valuable publication on the 
A Continent.—Milwaukee Liberal Age. 


—Cincinnati Christian Standard. 


N° journal is more trustworthy. 


S unsurpassed in this country. 
Waterbury Republican. 


| HROUGH and by it causes of diseases are 
recognized and abated. 
—Boston Commonwealth. 


CCOMPLISHED more good than all other 
A sanitary papers put together. 
—Hydraulie and Sanitary Plumber. 


EALLY one of the most valuable publications 
in this country.—O/d Colony Memorial. 


S full of matter of the highest interest. 
| —Philadelphia Post. 


N educational force—a factor of the greatest 
A walue.—WV. Y. Trade Reporter. 


J ECESSARY to all persons who would be 
N abreast with the best means of preserving 
and promoting health. 
— St. Louis Church News. 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY. 
SPECIMEN FREE. 


$4.00 a Year; 10 Cents a Copy. 


113 FULTON STREET, 
NEW YORK. 





HART SHORNS 


SELF-ACTING 


SHADE ROLLERS | 


RY ROz NO-CORDS-‘ORBAL AN 
IWannanTEst | SOLDEVERTM GES 





LATE COMMENTS. 


PHENOMENALLY Bright and witty.— 7o/edo Blade, 





THE trouble with LIFE is you can’t cut it. There's 
always something so good on the other side.-—-2uffalo 
Sunday Morning News. 





‘* LIFE, the new illustrated weekly, published in 
New York, fully sustains the many good things 
claimed for it and is rapidly growing in favor. It is 
bright, caustic and humorous, and withal is refresh- 
ingly clean and neat.”"—Omaha Herald. 


thd * * It isno more than fair to say 


that LIFE is winning a distinct success on its own 
merits. Its clever pleasantries, travesties and satires 
are widely quoted by the daily press every week, and 
this fact of itself is a substantial compliment ; for the 
press, as a rule, knows a good thing when it sees it. 
LIFE is a good thing. Good luck to it !—Auffalo 
Commercial Advertiser. 


ONE of the daintiest publications of the day is 
LIFE. * * LIFE, if it must down its 
man, gently pushes him over, with an apology, 
though it gets him down allthe same. * * * 
The fun is good and pure, the pictures fine, the 
paper laid and calendered, and the result, as Mr. 
Micawber says of an excess of income over expendi- 
ture, Happiness. * * * May it be a long LiFe. 
—Detroit Postand Tribune. 





LIFE, the new humorous weekly, is, we are glad to 
learn, meeting the success it well deserves. Unlike 
most other publications of the kind, its wit is of the 
highest and finest type, and it is never coarse or vulgar; 
and it is the real wit, and not the hackneyed, stale ar- 
ticle with which the pnblic is so extensively bored. 
The illustrations are exceedingly well done, and form 
a most attractive feature of the paper. We take pleas- 
ure in commending LIFE to our readers as altogether 
the best periodical of the kind published in this coun- 
try.— Burlington Free Press and Times. 


Send one, two, 
three or five dol- 
elars for a retail 
box, by ves ne of the best Candies in the world, put 


up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison St., CuIcaco. 


Cavanagh, Sandford & Co. 


Merchant Tazlors and Importers, 


16 WeEsT 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. NEw YorRK. 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 


Suitable for 





A. G. HEMINWAY. TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CO.,, 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 
11 Wall Street, 


New York. 


IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, — Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. European plan. levator. Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
the city. 
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Published every Thursday, $5 a year in advance, postage free. 
Single copies, 10 cents. 

(GS Subscribers who do not receive their copies will please 
notify the office at once. 


EXTRA!!! 


Attempted Assassination! 





FIENDISH ATTEMPT ON THE LIFE OF 
HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN. 





She Slips on Soap Secretly Set by Irish Servants on 
the Staircase—Prompt action of Sir Garnet Wolseley 
—England in Arms—Arrest of Irish Suspects—Lady 
Dixie’s Theory. 


By special cable to Lire. 

Lonpon, March 2oth, 2:43 p.M.—It is reported that 
20 minutes ago Her Majesty the Queen fell down the 
back stairs of her apartment in the 6th story of the 
Windsor Flats. The excitement is intense. 

3:21 p.M.—The horrible rumor is confirmed. It is 
now ascertained that the hired girl left a piece of 
brown soap on the landing, after scrubbing the stairs. 
In an interview with a Lire correspondent Lady Flo- 
rence Dixie said she considered the outrage premedi- 
tated, as her Majesty was known to have been in the 
habit of slipping down the back way to dodge Mr. 
Gladstone when he called. Mr. G. was in the parlor 
at the time, and rushed out when he heard the earth- 
quake, but was waved away by John Brown, who was 
already on the scene. The excitement is tremendous. 
Laborers are knocking off work, and Parliament is 
called to special session. ‘The Corps of Royal Physi- 
cians and the Royal College of Surgeons have been 
summoned by District Telegraph, and Sir Garnet Wolse- 
ley is massing the troops in Trafalgar Square. 

3:50 P.M.—Five-minute bulletins are being issued, 
signed by the Royal Physician in Charge, and by 713 
of the Corps already on the ground. They express 
faint hope. The excitement is intense. 

3:55 P.M.—The police have arrested the hired girl 
and 1127 suspects. An elderly man, who gave his 
name as Punnle or Parnel, was seen in Hyde Park 
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stealthily secreting a cake of soap, marked “ Brown 
Windsor,” in his coat-tail pocket. This may im- 
plicate John Brown of Windsor. Parnell was arrested 
on suspicion. The excitement is intense. 

4:11:44 P.M.—A bulletin has just announced the di- 
agnosis. The gastrocnemius muscle has been tied up 
in a hard knot with the quadriceps extensor cruris, in- 
volving the saphenous veins and the popliteal nerve, 
slitting the synovial membrane, and ripping the lid off 
the astralagus. One half the Surgical Corps expressed 
the belief that if the other half was relieved from at- 
tendance on the case, Her Majesty might recover. The 
other half hold a similar opinion. The excitement is 
intense. 4103 additional physicians have arrived, and 
others have been telegraphed for. 


6:10 P.M.—The soap theory of Lady Florence Dixie 
has been disproved. A thorough search by the police 
failed to discover a cake of that material on the pre- 
mises, and Prof. Tyndal has just concluded a chemical 
analysis of the staircase, which shows that no soap had 
ever been used upon it. The hired girl and the sus- 
pects are still in custody, however. The excitement 
continues to increase. 


6:35 P.M.—Physicians continue to arrive, Parnell 
has been discharged, the only evidence against him 
being that he was a chronic Irishman, and hence the 
presence of soap in his vicinity was most unusual and 
suspicious. He proved, however, that he had pur- 
chased it to hang over his door and scare off members 
of the Land League. Sir Francis Dilke and Earl Har- 
court are in consultation. The excitement is tremen- 
dous. Dispatches are being received from all the 
crowned heads in Europe, asking for news. 

7:41 P. M.—Another batch of doctors just come. 
The Zimes in an extra says: “ We are in the presence 
of another awful act of Irish retaliation. A cake of 
soap was found this evening in this office, with a clean 
towel attached. It was promptly removed with a pair 
of tongs.” Mr. Gladstone is addressing the House. 
The excitement is beyond description. 

8:05 Pp. M.—Dr. Marion Sims, who has been sum- 
moned, says that unless hydrophobia, mumps, malaria, 
gastritis, or sub-acute-cerebo-spinal-meningitis super- 
vene, or death from other causes follows, there is hope. 
This has allayed public anxiety somewhat, but the ex- 
citement is still unabated. 

8:23 Pp. M—Sir Garnet Wolseley has just ordered 
shelter tents and sandwiches to be distributed to the 
troops in Trafalgar Square. He does not think the 
danger imminent, but he directed the cannon to be 
loaded with spelling books and soap, ready for an 
Irish uprising. The excitement has assumed terrible 
proportions. 
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ASTRONOMICAL. 


Wife (who has been sitting up for delinquent): ARE 
YOU CRAZY? HAVE YOU BEEN GOING ABOUT THE 
STREETS WITH YOUR UMBRELLA UP THIS STARLIGHT 
NIGHT ? 

Weary Husband; THAT’S JUST IT, DEAR. ItT’s THE 
STARS—PERFECT AVALANCHE OF ’EM—COULD N’T 





DODGE ’EM, SO PUT UP M’ UMBRELLA. THOUGHT 
PEOPLE WOULD THINK I WAS INTOXICATED IF I DID 
N’T. 

Wife: IF YOU DID N’T WHAT? 

“ Tired” One: DUN NO. 








RD 


8:42 P.M.—The police have unearthed a most im- 
portant fact. It has been definitely ascertained that 
the stairs down which Her Majesty slipped were 
constructed some time ago of Irish oak by Irish arti- 
sans, and were feloniously polished by the same, no 
doubt, with criminal intent. Dispatches from Dublin 
announce that numerous arrests are being made in 
Galway, Kilkenny, Limerick and Ballywhurroo. The 
excitement continues. 

9:01 P.M.—Bradlaugh, Parnell and Healy deny the al- 
leged Irish complicity. This of course but makes the case 
stronger. Granville is summoning a General Congress 
of the Powers. Marlborough House is guarded with 
thirteen brigades under command of Lord Alfred Pa- 
get, and H. R. H. has refused to receive visitors. The 
Grand Old Man Gladstone is still addressing the 
House. The excitement is universal, and strong men 
are weeping. 

9:20 P. M-—Earl Harcourt has just sent down to the 
Times office for a proof of his speech urging imme- 
diate vengeance on the Irish. He fears some typo- 


graphical errors may have crept in. The excitement 
is beyond belief. Sir Garnet Wolseley has received the 
thanks of Parliament for his promptness and courage 
in Trafalgar Square. 

9:51 P. M.—Liniment and red flannel have just been 
applied by telegraphic direction of Professor Koch of 
Berlin. Physicians are arriving every second on special 
express trains. The excitement grows every minute. 

9:55 P.M.—As no more physicians can possibly get 
into the Windsor, the danger of her Majesty’s perish- 
ing for lack of medical attention increases. The ex- 
citement continues to augment. Arrests in Dublin and 
Tipperary continue. The Z?mes has just issued Mr. 
Gladstone’s speech, which covers 43 columns. It is im- 

ortant that it should be read in full. He said 
The speech is omitted for lack of space.—Ed. Lire.] 

Lonpon, March a2tst, 8:30 A.M. It is now ascer- 
tained that her Majesty merely sprained her knee 
slightly while going down stairs. All arrested persons 
have been discharged. The Queen is better. 

B. G. C. 





PARLIAMENTARY SPORTS. 


‘THE Toronto Globe says that it would be a clear 

100 millions of dollars in the pockets of the 
Canadian people if the Dominion Parliament had 
done nothing but play during the last four years. This 
idea of a sportive legislative body saving money for its 
constituents by a round of gayety is an excellent one. 
Every one knows what a harmless and inexpensive 
thing a college debating society is. It will spend a 
whole evening upon the question : 

“ Resolved, That the action of Madagascar in send- 
ing ambassadors to this country is ill-advised.” 

And at the end of the evening no one will be the 
wiser for the debate or the poorer. But our legislative 
bodies, who look at the monies in the public treasuries 
as windfalls, are not satisfied with debates on nice 
points, but go in for the “Old flag and an appropria- 
tion.” 

A careless, happy-go-lucky house of representatives, 
with no power of voting appropriations, would be as 
harmless and inexpensive as the college debating club. 
A long and elaborate initiation would add to the fun, 
and private theatricals and suppers, paid for by assess- 
ments upon the members, would make the time pass 
merrily. 

After a few years of this Merry Parliament, the sub- 
ject country would be so rich that it might afford to 
have a session of an old-fashioned body of practical 
men. 

Why not have these three questions asked each 
member of Congress during the canvass ? 

1. Do you believe in the repeal of the silver bill? 

2. Do you believe that the tariff is revised ? 

3. Are you in for a good time? 





THE imposition of a protective duty on pop corn 
by the Canadian government is clearly with a view to 
protecting the domestic producer against the popper 
labor of the United States. 
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A CASE OF CONSCIENCE. 


. _ Uncle Jack: It Is VERY GOOD LEMONADE, I AM SURE; BUT TELL ME, BONNIE, WHY DO YOU SELL YOURS 
FOR THREE CENTS A GLASS WHEN CHARLEY GETS FIVE FOR HIS? 


Miss Bonnie: WELL, YOU MUST N’T TELL ANYBODY, UNCLE JACK, BUT THE PUPPY FELL IN MINE AND I 


THOUGHT IT OUGHT TO BE CHEAPER. 








JUDKINS’ BOY ON THE MUD TURTLE. 


HE mud-turtle is not a beast of pray, but he 
dearly loves cat-fish bait. If a mud-turtle gits 
your big toe in his mouth, he will hang on till it thun- 
ders. Then he will spit it out like he was disgusted. 
The mud-turtle can swim and keep his chin out of 
water ef he wants to, but he don’t care ef he does sink. 
The turtle can stay under water till his next birthday, 
and never crack a smile. He can breathe like a grown 
person, but he don’t haf to, only when he is on dry 
land, and then I guess he jist does it to be soshibul. 
Always when you see bubbles a-comin’ up in the swim- 
min’ hole, you can bet your galluses they’s a mud-tur- 
tle a layin’ down there, studyin’ up some cheap way to 
git his dinner. Mud-turtles never dies, only when 
they make soup out of ’em. They is seven kinds of 
meat in the turtle, but I’d ruther eat jist plain burnt 
liver. 





Wuy do not the newspapers allow the “ political 


pot’ to stop “commencing to boil?” Why not have 
the political gridiron begin to sizzle? Or the political 
kettle begin to sing ? 


‘* ALPHA.” 


LITTLE child-heart overfilled, 
Slipped into lisped song its happy hope— 
As quietly the twilight spread abroad ? 
Its coal-gray shadows over hill and slope. 


Not dreaming that to-morrow might 
Some trace of bitter with its sweetness yield, 
He sang and sang: Would that it were to-morrow; 
Oh! would that it were to-morrow! 
And morrow, to-morrow, rang across the field. 


‘* OMEGA.” 


Afar there sat an old man by the way, 
His journey near its ending. Wearily 

He turned, and ’neath his hallowed palm he scanned 
The far receding pathway, drearily. 


And as the night winds shook the barren boughs, 
I heard him crying in a thin, shrill tone— 
A broken strain—Oh, that ’twere yesterday! 
And sea and wind shrieked, Yesterday/ 
And jeered him in their mocking monotone. 
LuLU WHEDON MITCHELL. 


Upon what should the Dude be fed? Upon dew 
drops, of course. 
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MIS(S)UNDERSTOOD. 
Scene: At “J/ Trovatore.” 
Miss Edith Bullion ( passionately fond of music) : OH! HERE COMES THAT TOO f00 LOVELY MISERERE. 


GONE WRONG. 


ie the April number of Harper's Magazine is finished a novel 
by William Black, Esq., the effect of which upon the pub- 
lic mind we cannot anticipate without forebodings. 

The hero of the tale is an Irish journalist, whose hair curls 
lightly over his brow, and whose foot is frequent on his native 
bogs. He becomes subject to an unlimited passion for a profes- 
sional person of practical mind, who discourses ballads to a con- 
cert-going public at a fair renumeration. 

They exchange vows over running water, invoking the custom- 
ary maledictions ; and the young man extricates himself from his 
environment and goes to London to make his fortune. He does 
not make it right away. The practical professional person gets 
tired of waiting for him, and impulsively marries a commercial 
gentleman from Liverpool, who has money in his clothing, and is 
good for vast sums at thirty days. 

When the transplanted journalist hears of this it disturbs him 
very materially, and he is glad that just at this time an old lady 
whose deceased nephew he resembles, opportunely conveys to 
him an estate in the North, in perfect order, including a steam 
yacht, horses, carriages, servants, gamekeepers, ’27 Madeira, 
dry champagne and bottled beer. 

He goes to this attractive retreat and sits up with his broken 
heart and the beer, and in his spare time creates some literature 
which is published ina London newspaper, and causes Fame to 
come for him like a St. Louis reporter on the trail of a new 
scandal. 

Later on he marries the old lady’s niece, and has what the vul- 
gar call a bully time always after. 

In England this tale probably costs entire a sum equal to sev- 


Tom Tinchaser (knows all about everything): OH! WHICH? WHO? WHERE IS SHE? 


eral dollars ; but here it can be bought—including pictures of the 
young fellow with the love-locks, and both the girls—for 20 cents ; 
so it is plainly accessible to persons of very moderate means, and 
being sold by most newsdealers, it is likely to gain a wide circu- 
lation. 

We believe it to be a misleading and pernicious book, calculated 
to bring prudence and sound commercial instincts into popular 
disfavor, and to incite young men of talent to quixotic vagrancy 
by causing it to appear that things can be got without working 
for them. 

Let Mr. Black invent a new planet if he likes, with laws and 
limitations to suit himself, but not attempt to pass it off on us as 
Earth. The cold world in which we live is quite a different 
species of refrigerator from the world Mr. Black depicts. Old 
ladies who give away properties in a delicate manner are scarcer 
in real life than Wiggins’ storms. Out of an immense number of 
poets and talented journalists, with whom we have a personal ac- 
quaintance, only two have been able to get adopted. The rest 
are compelled to work for a living, and thirty-five per cent. of 
them change their boarding house every month. It is one of the 
hopeful signs of the times that, as the education of women is 
more perfectly understood and practiced, the commission of mat- 
rimony by poets grows more and more dificult, and that yearly 
an increased proportion of women are found who can correctly 
estimate the relative values of sentiment, anda balance at the 
bank. 

Mr. Black might have made a story with a valuable moral, but 
he has thrown away his chance. It is impossible not to notice 
his lack of enthusiasm over the prudence of the practical profes- 
sional person, and the fatuity with with which he considers 
nothing too good for the man who became left. 
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“GONE!” 


"Ts nothing but a little flower, 
But ah, how dear to me! 
It gently whispers ev’ry hour 
Of one I long to see. 


"Twas only yesterday we stood 
Together, she and I ; 

Unmindful of the busy throng 
That careless passed us by. 


She raised her wistful eyes to mine, 
And I alone could see 

The meaning of their tender gaze, 
Could read their gentle plea. 


And then upon my open palm 
She left this bud so red ; 

I lightly touched her dimpled hand,— 
She quickly turned and fled. 


She vanished midst the surging crowd, 
As melts the ocean’s foam ; 

Then, weary, sad and desolate, 
I sought my lonely home. 


And then I calmly pondered o’er 
The story of the day ; 

And wondered if I could afford 
To hie me to the play ; 


But when I reckoned up my cash, 
I started up in rage, 

And dashed about my chamber like 
A lion in his cage : 


For there I saw the penny bright 
I fondly thought I’d paid, 

And knew a gold three-dollar piece 
I’d given to that maid. 

And so I say the little flower 
Is very, very dear ; 

And something tells me that the maid 
Will nevermore appear. 


G. C. Buck. 
SAILOR’s QuippiTy.—Pigtail. 


CHILDREN OF WEALTH.—The Roths- 
children. 





A NEw English book is called “ Peo- 
ple I have met.” A new American 
book might be called “Men I have 
been out to See.” 


Tue works of the Sandwich Manu- 
facturing Company in Illinois were 
burned the other day. Railway res- 
taurants will, however, have fossil 
sandwiches on hand to last until the 
works are rebuilt. 
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AN APRIL FOOL. 


“Say, MIsTER, I’M GIVIN’ IT TO YER STRAIGHT WHEN I TELLS 
YER DER’S SOMFIN HANGIN’ ON TER DE BACK OF YER COAT.” 





Mr. RoBERT BROWNING’s new volume is called “ Jocoseria,”’ 
and it seems to be a sort of serio-comic song-book. The Critic 
quotes this neat little stanza : 

‘* Brother, brother, I share the blame, 
Arcades sumus ambo. 

Darkling, I keep my sunrise-aim, 
Lack not the critic’s flambeau, 

And look to my ways, yet much the same 
Offend with my tongue, like Pambo.” 


But unfortunately the Critic omits to quote the more interesting 
stanza which follows : 
‘* Sister, sister, I share the blame, 
Arcades sumus ambo. 
I confess with sudden shame, 
I do not like your d— beau, 
Though I do not know his ugly name, 
I know they call him Tambo! ” 
(SAMBO ?) 
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WITH THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON. 
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THE AUTHOR OF SHANDON BELLS ADMINISTERING INTELLECTUAL NOUR- 


ISHMENT TO HIS CHARGE. 
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SAYS HE WOULD SMILE. 


ELL, I should smile in rap- 
ture gay 
If she would only deign to 
say, 
“T like you as a friend,” and 
slip 
Within my palm the finger-tip 
9 She snaps in her coquettish 
way. 








And if her eyes of azure-gray 
Grew tender as the blooms of 
May, 
In warmth of my compan- 
ionship— 
Well, I should smile. 


But, O, if she her head should lay 
Against my buttonhole-bouquet, 

And lift the lushness of her lip 

To mine—my giddy heart would skip 
The tra-la-lee till Judgment Day,— 


Well, I should smile ! 
7. a 





BOOKISHNESS. 


R. C.G. BUSH has prepared a book of twenty 

pictures, called “ Our Choir ; A Symphonie in A, 
B, C, D, E, F, G, etc. Flat and Sharp, Major or 
Minor.” It is a series of pen characters, as noted in 
connection with church music. We suppose the pic- 
tures—being just in number what they are—constitute 
the score, which the choir reads ; and this leads us to 
observe that “Our Choir” is a ream-arkable book. 
[N. B.—The point of this merry jest is in the play of 
wit on “quire” and “ream.” The explanation and 
the diagram go with the joke. No extra charge. If 
you don’t want what you see, ask for it. ] 


“ScIENCE and Sentiment” is the title of a new 
novel by President Porter. It is said to relate to the 
conflict between Sentiment as represented by Mr. T. 
De Witt Talmage, of Brooklyn, and Science as repre- 
sented by Mr. John L. Sullivan, of Boston. Our own 
impression is that Science would knock out Sentiment 
in three rounds, Marquis of Queensbury rules. 


Mr. R. A. ProcTor, an English scientific person, is 
about to publish a scientific work on the “ Mysteries 
of Time and Space.”” Probably Mr. Proctor has been 
a reporter, and has learnt to make out his bill. 





Motto of the dwellers upon the rocks in Harlem— 
Will any gintlemin thread on the tail av me goat? 


MR. JACOBS. 


[By the Author of ‘* Messrs. Abrahams and Isaacs,” ‘‘ The Lost 
Tribes,” ‘‘ An ’Ebrew Jew,” etc., etc.] 


CHAPTER II. 
ABOU-BEN-J ACOBS. 


] WAS seated that evening at the open door of my apartment, 
pensively inhaling the fumes of my brandy pawnee, and 
watching the moon moving rapidly up and down behind a grove 
of mandragoras, as she does only in the Punjaub (and there only 
after dinner), when a tall young Sepoy presented himself, and 
after making three salaams in succession on a Persian rug, spread 
before the threshold for the purpose, addressed me as follows : 

‘* Brother of the moon, uncle of the sun, inhabitant of the 
whole earth, peace be with you.” 

‘*And with you peace,” I replied. 

‘The effendi Abou-ben-Jacobs requests the illumination of 
your countenance in the darkness of his humble shebang.”’ 

‘* May my grave be defiled with the blood of a pig if I refuse,” 
I answered, and rising, I followed the messenger through the 
corridors of the hotel. Arrived at a door which gave upon the 
verandah, he lifted a fortiére of cloth of gold, and knocking his 
forehead thrice upon the sill, ushered me into the presence of my 
table acquaintance of the morning. I am a man not easily moved. 
Nil admirari is the motto of yours truly, Paul Pry. Aye, lama 
cold, cynical misanthrope, well acquainted with the hollowness 
of the world, and with the philosophy of Kant and Joseph Cock. 
I have seen most things worth seeing, and despise them all. I 
am alike powerful in mind and body, but I will not disguise the 
fact that what I saw in Abou-ben-Jacobs’ apartment drew from 
me a sudden exclamation of surprise. 

There was no light in the room except that shed by my host’s 
wonderful eyes, but that was stronger than the radiance of a 
double-burner student lamp, and it was enough to show what treas- 
ures the place contained. The walls were covered with the inscrip- 
tion ‘‘God bless our home,” emblazoned in the most gorgeous 
aniline dyes, and in twenty-seven languages. Among these 
shone the owner’s coat of arms—three hats rampant sada, ina 
field ov. Screens covered with storks, blue and white cuspjdors, 
and Eastern rocking chairs stood about in reckless profusion. 
What-nots and brackets were littered with ivory paper-cutters, 
Scotch plaid card-cases, papier maché thingumbobs, feathers and 
gurri, Chinese puzzles and Japanese fans, diamonds bigger than 
pullets’ eggs. Several lacs of rupees glittered on the thick rug, 
where they had been negligently scattered. An Abyssinian yata- 
ghan and a Malay creese lay beside an asbestos shaving cup, 
having seemingly been used as razors. 

“ Entrez,” said my host, employing for the nonce the Parisian 
argot, which, I afterwards discovered, he knew even more inti- 
mately than Cardinal Mezzofanti. He was lying on the rug in an 
easy attitude, one of his legs folded gracefully around his neck, 
and the other swinging in a ring of jadestone, which depended 
from the roof by a cord of fine Manilla hemp. He had in his 
hand a small pocket edition of the Zendavesta. 

** You little expected to find me surrounded with such luxuries 
in this dog of a hotel,’’ he continued, with a smile; ‘‘ but, my 
dear fellow, to a man of my resources, money is no object. Take 
a hookah. My pipe bearers are both dead, poor fellows, in con- 
sequencé of having eaten too many cobras this morning, so you'll 
have to work it yourself. It is quite a blow,” he added with a 
sigh. ‘‘It is so difficult to get thoroughly trained servants in 
these beastly outlying hill stations.” I did as he bade, and we 
both puffed for a while in silence. I noticed that he had ex- 
changed the European costume of the morning for a garment 
more strictly Oriental, namely a Jajama of rose-colored silk, em- 
broidered at the throat with pearls. At length he broke the 
silence. 

“Tell me,” I asked, ‘‘ are you really a Persian and a descendant 
of Zoroaster, as Muligatawney Supe told me an hour ago? Your 
name on the hotel register is indeed Abou-ben-Jacobs, but I can- 
not resist the suspicion that Tell me, I conjure you, what 
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means yon ’scutcheon? And then those nose, them store clothes 
—to use the language of Abou-ben-Artemus-Ward, a poet of my 
own land.” 

‘* Tf you won’t give me away,”’ he answered slowly, using a bold 
figure of speech not uncommon in the East, “I willtell you. I 
am, in truth, a Semite—a member of the tribe of Benjamin, as 
these curling locks imply. My name is Jacobs—Mister Jacobs 
you English call me; but, for business and other reasons, I find 
it convenient to employ the titular embellishments which you saw 
on the register. Verbum sap, as they say in Roumania.” 

““But you have not always lived in the East,” I went on. 
‘‘ Where did you get your English pronunciation now? You 
have the pure Boston accent—purer, if possible, than my own.” 

‘*Ah!” he said, with a smile, ‘‘ That is one of my little 
secrets. In youth I served as a waiter at a fashionable caravan- 
sery in Constantinople. It was frequented by American mis- 
sionaries, who were mostly from the neighborhood of Boston. 
The keeper of the caravansery was, moreover, a distinguished 
comparative philologist. Lauguages were his passion, and as I 
was his favorite slave he instructed me daily, on the Olendorf 
Method. Sunday we talked Coptic ; Monday, Basque ; Tuesday, 
Frisian, and soon. Yes, my early advantages were great; and 
then, too, my reading is simply immense. Allow me,” he said, 
suddenly, “‘ to present you with one of my business cards.” And 
taking from the pocket of his pajama a small square of papier de 
viz covered with gilt letters, he handed it to me with a graceful 
flourish of his right thumb and forefinger. I read aloud the tri- 
lingual inscription in Bengalee, Pidgin English, and Cochin 
Chinese—the purport of which I translate for the benefit of the 
unlearned reader; for I scorn to dazzle the newspaper critics by 
an undue display of scholarship : 


ABOU-BEN-JACOBS, 
I00I SHIMPI TABBI-TABBI STREET, 


Calcutta. 


‘Dry-goods, Furnishings, Haberdashery, New and Second-hand 


Clothing, Laces, Jewelry, Embroidery, Tiger Skins, 
Oriental Bric-d-brac, etc. 


THE PALACE OF MODE, 


1oor Skimpi Tabbi-tabbi Street. 


‘Give me a call sometime,” he said, ‘‘ when you happen to be 
in town. I can rig you out with anything you want. Gents’ 
neckwear a specialty. Ten years ago,” he went on reflectively, 
‘*my entire capital consisted of a single rupee. I invested it 
wisely in bandanna handkerchiefs, sold my stock at a profit, re- 
invested that, and so on, till now—behold me!” and he waved 
his hand toward the what-nots and the Eastlake rockers. ‘“ Yes, 
I came to India a poor boy—as a dragoman to a party of Cook’s 
tourists. What says Hafiz in his ‘ Lament of the Bulbul’ ?— 
‘ Diligence and punctuality are essential to success.’ Blessed be 
Allah! There is but one Allah! There is also but one Jacobs, 
and don’t you forget it !”” and he drew down his left eyelid over 
one of those peerless orbs, quenching for an instant its lustre and 
partially darkening the apartment—an Oriental gesture expressive 
of devotion. 

‘* Tell me what has brought you here to this confounded hole, 
infested by cobras and heavy Britons, so far from your own bright 
bazaar ?” 

“TI have a harem,” he replied. 

‘* Ah, ha! I tumble,” said I. 

“ And I have come here for recruits.”’ 

‘* For recruits! Now God forbid!” (I am a misogymist as 
well as a cynic.) ; 


‘‘God may, but Allah will not. You don’t apprehend me. 
My wives bore me to death by their quarrels. _Now—as the Zulu 
proverb says, ‘ Similia similibus curantur’—I am in search of a 
woman who will bore ¢hem to death, as one poison expels another. 





HARD TO PLEASE. 


Miss Priscilla: Isn’T HE PICTURESQUE ! 

Mr. William Dude : PICTURESQUE, YES—BUT WHAT 
AN ASS HE MUST HAVE BEEN TO ‘WEAR SUCH AN UN- 
COMFORTABLE MACHINE AS THAT ABOUT HIS NECK, 
JUST FOR THE SAKE OF BEING IN THE FASHION ! 








And by Allah!” he exclaimed, slapping his thigh, “I think I 
have found her !” 

‘* Miss Juggernaut ?” I asked. 

‘*The same! As a mind-reader, you are a success, Prigs! 
‘That guess was worthy of old Fol-de-Rol himself.” 

‘Who, then, is Fol-de-Rol ?” I asked. 

“Hush!” he said, looking suspiciously around. ‘‘ Perhaps 
some day you may know him. But the night grows late. To- 
morrow there is to be a /wfbhawl match, in which I am to play 
among the half-backs. So I think perhaps you had better go. 
Good-night. Excuse my not rising. I sleep in this position, and 
if I once get out of it, it will be hard to get back into it again.” 

At this hint I withdrew. 





EMBARRASS DE CHOIX. 


Dear girl, if there were twelve of you, 
I could not well be more at loss 

Which one to choose, than when I view 

Your moods, and wonder what to do— 
Take you gay, cruel, kind or cross. 


And should I love you all, each one 
Of your fair selves might then grow jealous ; 
Existence would be far from fun. 
In such a case, what shall be done? 
O colors of the rainbow, tell us? 
G. P. LATHROP. 
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BIOGRAPHETTES. 


JOHN L. SPENCER. 


THs notorious pugilist was born in Derby, England, in 1820. 

Both his parents were habitually addicted to thinking, read- 
ing and kindred vices, and it is not to be wondered at that young 
Spencer, reared under the degrading influences of literature and 
science, should at an early age have manifested a tendency to the 
ring. The softening glamour of hookey, alley-taw and peg-top 
was in vain thrown about him by his schoolmates, and at 
the usually tender age of nine he was already known to the 
police asa dangerous and confirmed scholar. From this time 
his downward career was rapid, and he soon became a frequenter 
of the dives of the F. R. S. and other gangs, and was known as 
a tough and a knocker-out to all the low philosophical classes in- 
festing London. 

In 1853 Spencer began his career as a pugilist, knocking out 
seven canons of the Church of England in one round. He then 
slugged in rapid succession four theologians and nine bishops, 
and was acknowledged to be worthy of the champion’s belt, 
which was accordingly conferred upon him. His subsequent 
acts of violence to pious believers are too well known to need 
reference. we 

Spencer is naturally endowed with a tremendous cerebral de- 
velopment, and is probably the hardest scientific hitter living. 
In company with his pals, the notorious ‘‘ Charlie” Darwin, 
‘‘Jimmie ” Huxley, ‘‘ Jack” Faraday and “Slugger” Tyndall, 
he claims to have whipped every theologian who has yet faced 
him, Marquis of Aristotle rules, and still continues in his nefa- 
rious work in spite of the police. 


HERBERT SULLIVAN. 


‘THis renowned philosopher and sociologist was born as a 

matter of course in Boston, 1855. Fifty-seven of his im- 
mediate ancestors came over to this country from Portugal 
in the Mayflower, and were subsequently killed at Bun- 
ker Hill. The rest either won great fame as stroke oar 
in Harvard or Yale crews, or partially distinguished them- 
selves in humble walks as governors of Massachusetts. Herbie— 
or “Yarb,” as his intimate friends prefer to call him, was 
wonderfully precocious as a child, and when six years of age was 
alreazy deep in the beans and culture of which his native city is 
so proud. He never indulged in the rude games of spelling and 
figures of which his playmates were so fond, but delighted his 
professors by his close application to shinny, base ball and row- 
ing, graduating from Yale in these sciences at the age of eighteen. 
Henceforward he devoted himself to that branch of conchology 
which treats of mussels. In 1881, in New Orleans, he delivered 
a lecture on gravitation and nasal hemorihage, which was fre- 
quently and brilliantly illustrated by the Hon. Patricio Ryan, an 
Italian savant who assisted him. Upon this his fame rose to 
its present height. Recently, in New York, he delivered a simi- 
lar lecture at Madison Square Garden, but the experiments failed, 
through the carelessness of the Hon. Tug Wilson, who failed to 
remain quite long enough in the recumbent position required. 
Mr. Sullivan is a modest, retiring gentleman, considerate of 
others and never boastful. He represents the best blood and 
sentiment of his native state, and unless he lectures again, will 
probably live long to tell what he is going to do. 
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EXEMPLARY. 


A DAME who was over particular, 
Seized forcibly by his auricular, 

A self-engrossed dude 

Who appeared to her rude, 
And spoiled_his correct perpendicular. 





THE MULDOON’S BALL. 


EF OR two months down-town society has been in a 
: flutter of excitement over the invitations issued 
by Mr. T. P. Brian Boru Bedad-Muldoon, for his long- 
projected masquerade ball. The cards, engraved ex- 
pressly for the occasion by Dougherty, gilt-edged, 
ivory-back, round corners, and blazoned with the lat- 
est heraldric insignia of the Muldoons in the left-hand 
upper and right-hand lower corners, were sent only to 
the creme de la creme of Baxter and Mott street e/iée, 
whose names were thoughtfully suggested to the host 
by friends who were anxious to have the affair the 
most recherché of the season. This ruling, of course, 
necessitated the omission of the names of many inti- 
mate friends and some near relatives, but an after hap- 
py thought suggested that, as a coup a’etat, these might 
be invited with napkins, and could so look on and 
pass around refreshments without jarring the feelings 
of the don-ton and jennesse dorée. The other prepara- 
tions were made upon a similarly magnificent scale, 
and the venerable Brian Boru, uncle of the happy fam- 
ily giving the entertainment, modestly estimated that 
the total value of the chromos, window shades, chinese 
lanterns, brick-bats and articles of bigotry and virtue 
in the house, to say nothing of the dresses and Pari- 
sian diamonds to be worn, would foot up nearly $165. 
The beer alone, he said, to be consumed at the enter- 
tainment, would cost at least $9.50. 

Despite the fact that the Brian Boru’s and Muldoon’s 
sense of refinement so impelled them to avoid notori- 
ety that only twenty newspapers were admitted to the 
secret, the affair leaked out, and everybody has been 
on the gui vive for weeks. The result was unhappy 
in one sense, for the host has been so besieged for in- 
vitations from low, poor folks and common Knicker- 
bockers, that he has been compelled, on more than one 
occasion, to tell the hired girl not to admit any one 
who could not produce a certificate of property hold- 


ing to the amount of at least $100. Another difficulty 
lay in the fact that many of the young gents invited, 
were unable, owing to the severity of the present 
weather, to hypothecate their ulsters and to hire cos- 
tumes, and hence it was reasonably found that a hen 
party would be the result. This was happily averted 
by Brian Boru’s generosity in offering to pay one-half 
the costume bill of every gent able to dance. 

Last evening the long expected hour arrived, and by 
9 o’clock Sullivan street was choked with busses char- 
tered by the revellers for the happy occasion. Long 
lines of police warned away peanut venders and cough 
candy men, but a silent and respectful crowd assembled 
in front of the residence and watched the masquerad- 
ers debouche. The scene was one never equalled in 
New York. Four clothes-lines radiated from the door, 
and from these suspended Chinese lanterns which cost 
anywhere from $1.35 a dozen. Over these was hung 
a quilt of rare mosaic design, made 40 years ago by a 
remote ancestor. Under this exquisite porte cochére 
was spread a roll of two-ply antique Brussels carpet, 
with edges frayed like a Pompeiian rug. ‘The interior 
of the house baffled description. The front door, with 
its genuine china knob and real keyhole, was thrown 
hospitably open by the help, and through this the 
thrice happy guests passed, to be welcomed by Brian 
Boru, who kindly explained to them the cost of each 
article in the house. 

To describe what followed would tax the imagina- 
of Spenser, the fervor of Byron, the pen of Milton and 
the genius of John Kelly. The decorations were daz- 
zling, and, as the price tags were unostentatiously at- 
tached to each, it could be seen that no expense had 
been spared. The costumes were the best that could 
be hired, and were almost equal to those displayed at 
the $10 French Ball. 

Mr. Brian Boru, uncle of the host, appeared in clean 
cuffs, cut e2 revers, with collar and receipted wash-bill 
to match. Ornaments, coupons. 

Mr. T. P. Brian Boru Bedad-Muldoon, the host, 
wore a court dress of the founder of his house, of the 
period of 1837. A small receptable, shaped somewhat 
like a V, and attached to a slender staff, completed 
the costume. Mr. Michael Mulcahey Maguire appeared 
in a pair of doeskin trousers, with applique pockets 
and hemstitched borders. Ornaments, buttons. 

Mr. John Rafferty wore a shirt of real twill, cut bias, 
yoked, open at the back, with square corsage and pom- 
padour ruffles gathered at the waist. The panier was 
of diaphanous mull in box pleats, with an insertion of 
ecru bobbinet. The front was cut en princesse, with a 
deep flounce of antique Nottingham placed en revers. 
Hair in soaped lambrequins, looped up with stick 
pomade. Mr. P. O’Hara Bedad, of the Bedads of 
Bedadsburg, wore a velvet vest, cut decolletee and lined 
with Italian cloth ex revers. Hair, a /a billiard ball, 
and oroide ornaments. 

Mr. Michael Malony, a handsome brunette, wore 
saliva curls. 

Mr. Tim Hooligan, a bewitching blonde, appeared 
in a radiant smile which displayed, to advantage, the 
gold fillings in his teeth. 
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Mr. Mulligan Mulligan wore 
patent-leather pumps; orna- 
ments, chiropedean. 

Mr. Patsey Malloy intended 
appearing as Irish Vengeance, 
but an unfortunate cold in the 
eye, contracted during a St. 
Patrick’s Day argument, pre- 
vented his attendance. 

Mr. J. Hooley-McNamee, a 
graceful chataine, was simply 
attired in a white tie, made up 
at the store. He was mtich 
admired. 

Mr. Bejabers Begorra ap- 
peared in a Fenian hat, trim- 
med with three rows of minia- 
ture coffins applique. De- 
pending from this was a green 
scarf with the motto, A. O. H. 
Ornaments, dynamite. 

These few costumes will 
serve to illustrate that the 
prodigality of the guests was 
only equalled by that of the 
host. 


Supper was furnised by Mur- 
phy, the caterer of Baxter 
street, and was served contin- 
uously after 12 o’clock. There 
were two kinds of stew; muf- 
fins, cold beef, sausages, waf- 
fles, Kartofel salad, hot sau- 
sages, three varieties of pud- 
ding, cold slaugh, pickled 
beets, doughnuts, canned oys- =~ 3 
ters and sardines, chow-chow, PP a 
crullers, ham, corned beef §~ Le 
sandwiches, boiled potatoes 














and fried eggs, milk toast, 





crackers, raisins, bananas and 





coffee were included in the a 
ménu, and were served gratuitously, although the price 
of each was displayed on the placards which orna- 
mented the supper room. In addition to this beer 
flowed like water, and was of the best quality Ho- 
boken couldfurnish. The music was by Tuttifrutti’s 
Itinerant Ochestra, and Mr. Brian Boru informed each 
guest that this item alone cost $6.00. Altogether no 
such affair has been or will be seen for a long time, 
and the haughty and exclusive coteries of Baxter and 
Mott streets will long hold it in remembrance. 
TO LOVERS. 

You will find, my dear boy, that the dearly prized kiss, 

Which with rapture you snatched from the half willing miss, 


Is sweeter by far than the legalized kisses 
You give the same girl when you’ve made her a Mrs. 


And many a girl, when embarked on the wave 

Of life’s ocean with him who protests he’s her slave, 

Will find, when there’s nothing on earth that can save her, 
That the captain’s a brute and the vessel a slaver. 


HENRY EMERSON. 
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NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 


NExT week’s biographettes : 
Guelph ; No. 6, Giovanni Chelli. 


No. 5, The Widow 





THE readiness with which the foot of the modern 
man taketh him to the club would go far to prove 
that a man is by nature club-footed.—Rume Sentinel. 


Mistaking delirium tremens for malaria will not 
be popular in Washington any more until Congress 
reassembles.— Washington Republic. 





THE ground-hog and goose-bone, not having pub- | 


lished an almanac, still maintain their reputation as 
weather prophets. Wiggins and Vennor have pub- 
lished almanacs.—Vorristown Herald. 


JENCQUES does not believe in the higher educa- 
tion of women. As it is now, says Jencques, most 
women fly so high that a man of ordinary intellect can 
take no comfort in their society. 


A WESTERN paper says :—‘‘ Robeson will present a 
melancholy sight as he walks alone on the Jersey 
coast watching fragments of the ship of state, which 
he is certain will go to wreck now that he has been 
discharged from the crew.” 





DESPITE the teachings of the pessimists, the more 
we see of Lire the better we like it.-¢Norristown 
Herald. Jest not onserious things. Did not the la- 
mented Longfellow say: ‘‘ LIFE is real; LIFE is 
earnest.”—Pfzl’a News. And did not some other 
fellow ask ‘‘Is LIFE worth living ?,—Grit. ‘‘YEs, 
and the Pittsburgh 7e/egrapfh declares ‘‘ its merits 
are such that subscribers willingly take their LIFE 
into their own hands, and find it, also, hard to give 
their LIFE up.” 





“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
‘* And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


135 Broapway (cor. Cedar St.), 
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MUTUAL LIFE 


INSURANCE 
COMPANY 


OF 
NEW VYVORK. 





.F. S. Winston, 


Pres. 


No. 144 BROADWAY, 


NEw YorK. 
UNITED STATES 
Mutual 
— Accident 
Association. 


$5,000 Accident Insurance. $25 Weekly In- 
demnity. Membership fee $4. Annual cost about 
$10. Write for Circular and application blank. 
European permits. CHAS. B. PEET, President. 
(Of Rogers, Peet & Co.) 


JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 


|320 & 322 Broadway, N. Y. 


| 
| 
| 











Mutual Life Insurance Co., 


Or Boston, Mass. 


STEPHEN H. RHODES, President. 


pe AR Sere $2,526,660 56 


Linbilsees,. Jan. 1, 1083... 2.0... 2,351,922 26 
| Surphis at 4 per cent... 065000 174,738 30 


| 
| SAMUEL ATHERTON, Vice-Pres. 


GEO. B. WOODWARD, Sec’y and Actuary. | 


CHARLES G. WOOD, Treasurer. 
SAMUEL WELLS, Counsel. 
| FRANK WELLS, M.D., Med. Examiner. 


‘JOHN HANCOCK 


JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. | 


ili. 


AMUSEMENTS. 





HEATRE COMIQUE. 728 and 730 Broadway 


SESE GF TEAL ov cccuseseecs Proprietors 
| JOST B. CANIN... 5550 sees ccisnknesss Manager 
| FIFTH MONTH 
| of 


HARRIGAN & HART 


in Edward Harrigan’s latest and greatest 
success, 


McSORLEY’S INFLATION. 
The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 
TUESDAY, MATINEES FRIDAY. 





UNION SQUARE THEATRE. 
| Mr. A. M. PALMER....... Proprietor and Manager. 





Begins promptly at 8; over at 11:05. 
Saturday matinees begin at 2, 
ENORMOUS SUCCESS 


THIRD of 
A PARISIAN ROMANCE. 
MONTH. The greatest production ever wit- 





} nessed on the American stage. 





Seats secured two weeks in advance. 





HENDERSON'S STANDARD THEATRE. 
WM. HENDERSON...Proprietor and Manager 


BY ARRANGEMENT WITH R. D’OYLY CARTE, ESQ., 
AN ELABORATE REVIVAL OF 
Gilbert & Sullivan’s ever popular Opera, 


PATIENCE. 


NEW SCENERY AND COSTUMES 
AND AN 
EXCELLENT CAST. 
EVERY EVENING and SATURDAY MATINEE, 





The Opera is produced by arrangement with R. 
D’Oyley Carte, Esq. 





GRADY & McKEEVER, 


LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


| DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


| Designers and Manufacturers of 
| EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
| No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw YorK. 


38 VARIETIES OF 
SHERRY. 


Pale, Very Pale, Golden and Brown, from 
| Cooking to the finest and Oldest SOLE- 
| RAS that money will buy, including 
'“OLD BOTTLED” WINES. 


H.B. KIRK & CO., 


| 69 FULTON ST. & 1158 BROADWAY. 














iv. 





‘T HE EOuITABLE 


LiFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 


120 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


ASSETS, + - - $48,000,000, 


Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABLE, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, rst Vice-Pres’t. 
SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t. 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 





POLLOCK & BIXBY, 


BANKERS and BROKERS, No. 25 Nassau Srt., N. Y 
All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 

way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 

carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 

ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 

WILLIAM POLLOCK. Member of N.Y, Stock Exchange. 

ANDREW J. BIXBY. 


FAIRBANKS’ 


STANDARD 


SCALES. 


A FAIRBANKS 
-_,. Ly 





PRINCIPAL WAREHOUSE, 


FAIRBANKS & CO. 
NEW YORK. 








Prxtapr (os 
COPYRIGHTED. 


CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, ' { 179 Broadway, near 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., and Cortlandt St., 


NEW YORK. 
AND UNDER THE PALMER House, CHICAGO. 
CorRECT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 
LYON'’S FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 


AND WALKING STICKS. 
Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 





FINE ARTS. 





FOR CHILDREN. 


En Costume 


SCRAP PICTURES. 


The favorites of the Scrap Picture World— 
‘* Sweet Thirteen” and ‘‘ Four-Years-Old,” dress- 
ed in full costumes, the latter being hand-made, 
adjustable and interchangeable. 

New York Retail Agencies : 


A. D. TouRTELOTTE, 1,257 Broadway. 
& Co., Windsor Hotel. 6th Ave.—Tyson, 246; 
TYSON, 745. 8th Ave.—TERWILLIGER & PECK, 
83; BECKER, 278; BERG, 646; WILEY, 881. 
3D Ave.—TELFAIR & LANE, 104; MARTIN & 
BRYAN, 262; J. VON EHWEGEN, 967; STEIN- 
BRINK, Yorkville ; L. A. DUNN & Bros., Liberty 
St. Ferry; THE Union News Co., Principal 
Railway Stations ; THE MANHATTAN NEws Co., 
“LL” Roap STATIONS; N. Y. AND EASTERN 
News Co., New Haven Depot, 42d St. 

Wholesale—GEO. L. KILMER, 326 PEARL ST. 


News Agents’ and Stationers’ Novelties. 
AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE. 


ECLIPSE tHe LILY 


BY A 


New York Beauty. 


The new four-blend-tint portrait of 


LILLIAN RUSSELL 


PRESENTS THE 


HANDSOMEST WOMAN 


BEFORE THE AMERICAN OR ENGLISH PUBLIC. 
For sale at Brentano’s, the Tyson’s, Tourte- 

lotte’s, McBride’s, and the leading Hotel and 

Depot Book Bazaars. 

Wholesale—GeEo. L. K1rmEr, No. 326 Pearl St. 


TYSON 








Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
Hungarian Government Bond, 


which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 
are redeemed in drawings 


THREE TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bondis drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a prize, as there are 
NO BLANKS. 


The largest Prizes drawn at these drawings are 


1 Premium of 150,000 Florins. 
1 8s 120,000 = 
1 Ke 100,000 S 
1 : 13008 i 
1 12,00 4 
1 ’ 10.000 is 
3 Premiums of 5,000 fl. 12, 00 Ns 
= 1,000 fl. 15,000 = 


1 
54 = 500 fl. 2'7,000 

And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw 
a premium of not less than 140 Florins. The next drawing 
takes place on the 16th of April, 1883, and every bond 
bought of us on or before the 16th of April is entitled to 
= whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 

ate. 

Out-of-town orders sent in RecisTerED LetrTers, and 
inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next 
drawing. 

For orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 


International Banking Company, 
No, 150 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY, 
Established Since 1874. 

The above Government bonds are not to be compared 
with any lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any 


of the laws of the United States. 
N.B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in Lirg, 


—LIFE” 
A New Illustrated Weekly, 


Humorous, SATIRICAL, REFINED. 
ISSUED EVERY THURSDAY. 





‘*We find nothing amateurish about the newcomer; it 
seems to have been born grown up; it is workmanlike in 
every part. It is fresh, vigorous, gentlemanly, genial, and 
satisfying. We commend it to at least fifty thousand 
readers in this town.’”’—7he Sun. 





AN ABLE CORPS OF CONTRIBUTORS: 


W. L. ALDEN, author of ‘“‘ The Moral Pirates.” Henry 
Guy CARLETON, author of ‘“*Memnon.” J, CHEEVER 
Goopw1n, author of ** Evangeline.”” J. W. Rirey. E. D, 
Bzacu. A. A. Haves, author of ‘‘ A Symposium on the 
Chinese Question.”” G, T. LaniGan, author of** Fables out 
of the World.” G. P. Larurop, author of ‘An Echo of Pas- 
sion.” J.B. Matruews, author of ‘* French Dramatists,” 
H.G. Pare, author of ** AllonaSummer’s Day.”? ARTHUR 
Penn, author of ‘* The Rhymester.” J. S., of DALE, au- 
thor of *‘ Guerndale.”” F. D. SHerman, author’ of “ Her 
Portrait by Sarony.” J. T. WHEELWRIGHT, fauthor of 
‘* Rollo in Cambridge.” 


ARTISTS. 
W. H. Hype, 
PALMER Cox, 
E. W. KEMBLE, 
W. A. ROGERs, 
And many others. 


F. G. ATTWOOD, 
Cuas. KENDRICK, 
H. W. McVICKarR, 
J. A. MITCHELL, 
Gray PARKER, 





Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage free. 
to Cents a Copy. 


Address, 


Office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 1155 Broadway, 


NEW YORK 
For Sale at all News Stands. 
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